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THE 


P R O LO G v E 


AT THE 


— / the Theatre: Royal, the Day gften 


- MajesTY's Publick Entry. 
ö ,, 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


T length x Britamia, reſcu d from thy Fears, 


| A Renew thy Joys: : Thy promis dKinc appears. 
How did thy Sons, each Hour, with anxious Mind, 
8 Conſult the Skies, and i importune the Wind! 
How did they count each Wave, that caus d his Stay, 
Still rowling backward o'er the watry Way! 
How did his Entry every Soul employ! 


How woas the N and how loud the Joy! 


| While You were zealous for your 3 8 Right, 
F or Him We made our Greeks and Romans fight. 
Oft as the Muſe ſome God. like Hero drew, 


Or {et a a virtuous Patriot to your View; 
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80 awe — you in the Ba: wick Cauſe, 
And fix'd a generous NN to their Laws. 


| Though great the Dearth of Comick F ools will be, 


And a thin Crop of Coxcombs we foreſee; 25 


Though Senſe is like to thrive throughout the Land, 


And all French Fopperics will be Contraband: 

We not deſpair. Some Ridicule may riſe, 

Some modiſh Oddneſs, ſome bizarre Diſguiſe I 
| So oft doth Rapture ſober Senſe deſtroy; 

For Folly ever was the Child of Joy. 

At leaſt, for dear Variety, you 11 chuſe 

Sometimes to liſten to the Tragick Muſe: 


| Here ſhall you ſit, and ſolemn Silence keep, 
Leaſt you grow Wanton, and forget to Weep p. 

When ſuch a Monarch comes to bleſs the A ge, 

No Sorrows ſhall be felt, but from the Stage. 
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